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At seven the ferry-boat came steaming over;
at eight we are seated at table in the Planter's
House, in the midst of these rough aristocrats of
Kansas; a jolly set of dogs, each dog with a bowie-
knife in his pocket, a six-shooter in his belt.

" Can you tell me, sir, at what hour the Over-
land Mail leaves Atchison for Salt Lake ? " is the
simple inquiry to which the Sheriff answers, as
above, with that suggestion about our eye-teeth
being hardly safe in Kansas. Not taking the
reply so quickly as might be, I look the man
steadily in the face, and repeat my question; this
time with extreme deliberation; on which the
company break into a pleasant burst of Satanic
laughter. Then we hear from the judge that the
Overland Mail (to travel by which, on our way to
Denver and Salt Lake, we have come from St. Louis
to Atchison, its starting-point) has ceased to run
by the Platte route, and that the officers and stages
have been sent down the river to Leavenworth,
whence the mail is in future to be sent across the
Plains by an easier and shorter line.

Mail, mail-agent, stock, mules, waggons, all
have been sent down the river to Leavenworth,
and we have no choice left us but to take up our
traps and follow in their wake. These folks make